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SONGS  AND  LYRICS. 


By  Yon  Burnside, 


Oh,  the  sweetest  flowers  o'  spring  grow  by  yon  burnside, 
Fu'  blythe  the  birdies  sing  doun  by  yon  burnside  ! 

An'  happy  memories 

O'  childhood's  caieless  days 
Roun'  every  neuk  o't  chng  by  yon  burnside. 

Could  I  herd  ance  niair  the  kye  doun  by  yon  burnside, 
Aneath  the  bonnie  blue  sky  by  yon  burnside, 

Or  pu'  again  the  flowers 

An'  dream  ,away  the  hours, 
Nor  ken  that  youth  can  die  e'en  by  yon  burnside 

But  the  vvork  o'  life's  begun  far  frae  yon  burnside 
An'  mony  a  year  has  flown  since  by  yon  burnside 

We  gathered  nits  and  slaes 

An'  speiled  the  bonnie  braes, 
Nor  dreamt  o'  separate  ways  far  frne  yon  burnside. 
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Across    the    Sea. 


The  sun  sinks  low  in  the  west,  dear, 

Far  over  the  golden  sea, 
The  birds  fly  home  to  their  nest,  dear, 

And  my  thoughts  fly  home  to  thee. 
Fly  home  with  unspeakable  love,  dear, 

Fly  home  with  unspoken  prayers, 
With  hopes  that  lift  me  above,  dear, 

And  beyond  all  earthly  cares. 

With  wealth  of  love  and  of  faith,  dear, 

We  never  can  parted  be. 
Nought  can  divide  us  but  death,  dear, 

For  our  love  can  bridge  the  sea. 


Then    and    Now. 


The  sky  was  blue, 

Our  hearts  were  true. 
Bright  shone  the  sun  that  summer  morn  ; 

The  birds  sang  sweet, 

And  at  our  feet 
Lay  waving  fields  of  yellow  corn. 


With  love  and  faith 

As  strong  as  death. 
Without  a  tear  we  turned  away  ; 

'Tis  now  we  weep, 

At  one  fell  sweep 
Our  sun  is  hid,  our  sky  is  gray. 

For  pride  is  strong 

When  hearts  are  young  ; 
And  bitter  words  that  once  are  spoken 

Return  again 

With  maddening  pain, 
And  faith,  and  vows,  and  hearts  are  broken. 


**  Rest  and  Wait." 


"  Rest  and  wait  !  "  must  life  for  me 

Hold  nothing  of  grand  or  great  ? 
Tho'  cruel  the  winds  and  the  waves  may  be, 
'Twere  better  to  launch  on  the  foaming  sea 

Tham  stand  on  the  shore  and  wait ! 
With  unshed  tears  her  eyes  are  dim, 
She  cannot  join  the  evening  hymn — 

"Oh  rest  in  the  Lord,  wait  patiently  for  Him- -rest, 
wait !  " 


Dreary  and  dark  is  the  night, 

The  billows  are  raging  high, 
Despairingly  drifting  (the  Lord  of  might 
Has  hidden  His  face),  she  can  see  no  light, 

Nor  succour  nor  help  is  nigh  ; 
But  high  above  the  waters  roll 
A  voice  speaks  to  her  storm-tossed  soul — 

"  Oh  rest  in  the  Lord,  wait  patiently  for  Him — rest, 
wait ! " 

"  Peace,  oh  peace,"  our  God  knows  best, 

He  whispers  and  all  is  still, 
The  lingering  sun  in  the  golden  west 
Speaks  sweetly  of  evening  and  quiet  rest. 

She  rests  on  her  Father's  will ; 
Tho'  voice  be  faint  and  eyes  be  dim 
Grateful  she  joins  the  evening  hymn — 

"  Oh  rest  in  the  Lord,  wait  patiently  for  Him — rest^ 
wait !  " 


Oh,    Time    Delay. 


Happiness,  gladness, 
Sorrow  and  sadness, 
Time  steals  away ; 
Youth  with  its  hopes  so  bright, 


Youth  with  its  heart  so  light, 

Joyous  and  gay. 
Friends  that  are  nearest, 
Friends  that  are  dearest, 

Time  steals  away ; 
Takes  now  the  leal  and  true, 
Takes  now  the  loving  few, 

IVill  not  delay. 

Stay  !  oh,  Time,  stay  with  us. 

Rest  with  us  here; 
Haste  not  away  with  all — 

All  we  hold  dear. 
Youth  and  hope,  love  and  friends,. 

Oh,  Time,  delay  ! 
Here  with  us  rest  awhile. 

Here  with  us  stay. 
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Cradle  Song. 


A  little  bird  sits  near  her  nest. 

And  sings  to  birdies  one,  twc),  threes 

A  gentle  song  of  peace  and  rest, 
And  mother  sits  and  sines  to  thee. 
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The  birdies  soon  will  leave  their  nest, 
And  o'er  the  seas  will  fly  away  ; 

Thou,  too,  but  whether  east  or  west, 

Her  prayers  are  with  thee  night  and  day. 


The  Song  of  the  Heart. 


Blithely  sings  the  young  heart, 
And  cheerily  shines  the  sun  ; 
Tis  spring  o'  the  year, 
'Tis  early  morn, 
And  life  is  but  begun. 
The  day  is  bright,  the  heart  is  light. 

And  all  the  future  years 
Stretch  forth  as  fair  with  never  a  care, 
Nor  clouds  nor  tears. 

JJoldly  sings  the  young  heart, 
But  scorchingly  shines  the  sun ; 
'Tis  summer  now, 
'Tis  mid-day  heat. 
The  work  of  life  is  begun. 
Bnt  hope  runs  high,  while  the  steadfast  eye, 

Fixed  on  the  goal  "of  fame, 
Heeds  not  the  glare,  for  he  who  will  dare 
A/usi  win  a  name. 


Cheerily  sings  the  old  heart, 
While  slowly  sets  the  sun  ; 
'Tis  autumn  chill, 
'Tis  even-tide, 
And  r'est  is  now  begun. 
Brave  the  heart  that  did  its  part. 

And  ever  upheld  the  right ; 
Now  sets  the  sun,  the  work  is  done. 

Now  comes  the  night. 
Hushed  now  is  the  tired  heart, 
And  set  now  is  the  sun  ; 
'Tis  winter  time. 
The  stars  gleam  out. 
The  new  life  is  begun. 
Calm  the  sleep,  and  long  and  deep. 

But  bright  will  the  waking  be ; 
The  cross  has  been  borne,  the  crown  will  be  worn 
Through  all  eternity. 

Forgive. 


Across  the  years  I  stretch  my  hands 
To  thee,  my  friend,  to-night ; 

For  Time  the  mists  has  cleared  away, 
And  now  at  life's  declining  day. 

At  evening-time  'tis  light. 
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Forgive  the  bitter  words  I  said, 
Forgive  my  scorn  and  pride  ; 

The  long,  long  years  of  silent  pain, 
Forgive  me,  friend,  and  once  again 

Shake  hands  this  Christmas-tide. 

The   Exile's   Homeland. 


'Tis  peopled  with  the  loved  and  lost, 

With  tender  hearts  and  true. 
There  thresholds  sorrow  never  crossed. 

There  cloudless  skies  and  blue, 
Such  is  the  island  where  we  fain  would  roam. 
Where  we,  in  dreams,  behold  once  more  our  home 

The  glamour's  there  of  childhood's  hours. 

The  glamour  of  the  spring, 
Again  we  lie  mid  heather  flowers, 

^^'e  hear  the  laverock  sing, 
Once  more  with  those  we  love  we  wander  home, 
Nor  wish  to  wake  nor  ever  more  to  roam. 
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Swallows. 


The  swallows  fly  high,  the  swallows  fly  low, 
And  summer  days  come,  and  summer  days  go  ; 
They  are  building  nests  'neath  the  cottage  eaves, 
They  dream  not  of  autumn,  or  fading  leaves  ; 
The  soft  showers  are  falling,  the  west  winds  blow, 
The  swallows  fly  high,  the  swallows  fly  low. 
Oh,  sunshine  !  oh  swallows  !  sweet  summer-time, 
Ye  sing  to  my  heart  of  youth's  golden  prime  ; 
And  distance  and  death,  and  long  years  between, 
Recede  with  their  joys,  and  their  sorrows  keen  ; 
And  tender  eyes  lingeringly  rest  on  me, 
Loved  eyes  that  on  earth  I  shall  no  more  see. 
For  spring  brings  the  swallows  to  last  year's  nest, 
And  world  weary  hearts  wander  home  to  rest ; 
No  home  like  the  old  of  sunshine  and  dew, 
No  faces  so  dear,  and  no  hearts  so  true  ; 
Whenever,  wherever,  my  feet  may  roam, 
My  heart  turns  with  love  to  my  childhood's  home. 
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Kossuth  at  the  Grave  of  Robert 
Burns. 


Wherever  Scotland's  sons  may  roam, 
O'er  sandy  plain  or  flashing  foam, 

They  turn  a  longing  backward  eye 
To  that  dear  land  of  rock  and  fell, 
For  hill  and  valley,  stream  and  dell, 

Are  woven  in  the  memory. 

To  that  dear  land  of  covenant  faith. 
Where  martyred  heroes  met  their  death 

And  bought  their  children's  liberty ; 
To  that  dear  land  of  mist  and  song. 
Where  Burns's  measures,  fearless,  strong, 

Shall  sway  men's  hearts  eternally. 

And  to  the  land  of  Robert  Burns, 
The  "  patriot  bard,"  the  patriot  turns, 

Exiled,  he  curns  for  sympathy  ; 
He  knows  "  oppression's  woes  and  pains," 
His  country  bleeds  in  "  servile  chains," 

He  pleads  thfe  wrongs  of  Hungary. 
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Betrayed  and  sold  by  "traitor  knave," 
Proud  Austria's  banners  o'er  it  wave, 

That  once  fair  land  of  liberty  ; 
And  exiled  he  who  led  the  van 
For -Fatherland  and  brother  man. 

For  freedom,  justice,  equity  ! 

And  Burns  too  had  suffered  wrong* 
(From  men  who  could  not  gauge  his  strong. 

Deep,  earnest,  human  sympathy, 
For  sons  of  toil  oppressed  by  might, 
And  battling  for  their  manhood's  right), 

Great  poet  of  humanity  ! 

"Fwas  ever  thus,  earth's  noblest  sons, 
Her  brightest,  best,  and  bravest  ones 

Have  sufferers  been  for  liberty. 
The  noble  race,  the  noble  goal. 
The  sacrifice,  the  earnest  soul, 

Arc  seen  but  by  posterity. 

'Twas  meet  Kossuth  should  linger  here, 
'Twiis  meet  Kossuth  should  drop  a  tear 

To  Robert  Burns's  memory  ! 
"  The  patriot  and  the  patriot  bard, 
Their  country's  ornament  and  guard," 

Sliall  live  in  immortality! 

*  This  refers  (n  lii«  svmiiatby  with  the  French  Revolution,  and  what  he 
suffered  in  consequence. 
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Harvest  Song. 


Now  flutters  and  waves  the  bright  yellow  grain, 

Ripe  for  the  reaping, 
Seasons  and  times,  and  sunshine  and  rain, 

Are  all  in  His  keeping. 

The  songs  of  the  reapers,  the  songs  of  birds. 

Thank  the  great  Giver, 
Grateful  hearts  rise  to  Him,  grateful  words, 

The  Mighty  for  ever. 


Oh,  weary  of  heart,  and  weary  of  brain, 

Ready  for  sleeping  ! 
God  sends  the  sunshine,  God  sends  the  rain. 

Our  life's  in  His  keeping. 
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Anthem, 


Ere  the  last  hours  of  day 
Chasing  the  mists  away 

Evening  brings  h'ght, 
Flooding  with  gold  the  land, 
Touching  with  loving  hand 
Hill,  valley,  sea,  and  strand 

With  Heavenly  light. 

So  at  life's  even-tide 

Do  Thou  earth's  shadows  hide, 

Send  Heaven's  light ! 
With  fervent  hearts  we  }iray 
For  our  loved  Queen  this  diiy, 
Live's  evening  hours  delay. 

Gild  them  with  light  ! 

Long  o'er  us  may  she  reign  ! 
We  crown  her  once  again 

Of  our  hearts  Queen, 
Queen  of  "our  "fireside  clime," 
Youth,  age,  and  manhood's  prime 
Loved,  honoured  to  all  time, 

God  save  our  Queen  ! 
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